72                       THE WINTER'S TALE.                [ACT jv.

Where you Jl! be loath to be : besides you know
Prosperity Js the very bond of love,
Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together
Affliction alters.

Per.                  One of these is true :

I think affliction may subdue the cheek,
But not take in the mind.

Cam.                               Yea, say you so ?

There shall not at your father's house these seven years
Be born another such.

Flo.                           My good Camillo,

She Is as forward of her breeding as
She Is r the rear our birth,

Cam.        r                          I cannot say ;tis pity           570

She lacks instructions, for she seems a mistress
To most that teach.

Per.                       Your pardon, sir; for this

I Jll blush you thanks.

Flo.                          My prettiest Perdita !

But 0, the thorns we stand upon 1 Camillo,
Preserver of my father, now of me,
The medicine of our house, how shall we do ?
We are not furnish'd like Bohemia's son,
Nor shall appear in Sicllia,

Cam,                                 My lord,

Fear none of this : I think you know my fortunes
Do all He there : it shall be so my care                            580

To have you royally appointed as if
The scene you play were mine.   For instance, sir,
That you may know you shall not want, one word.

[They talk aside*

Re-enter AUTOLYCUS.

Ant. Ha, ha! what a fool Honesty Is ! and Trust, his
sworn brother, a very simple gentleman! I have sold all
my trumpery; not a counterfeit stone, not a ribbon, glass,